124               THE  PASSING  OF AN AGE

her son's already famous book entitled Lispings from
Low Latitudes.

It is one of the tragedies of humour that once it has
lost its freshness it becomes jocose. In this skit Helen
Lady Dufferin tells of how Miss Impulsia Gushington,
an English spinster of excellent family, arrived in
Egypt complete with comic maid and comic dragoman :
of how she was robbed continuously, first by her com-
patriots and then by the Egyptians ; of how, having
been despoiled of everything except the frame of her
crinoline, she eventually returned to Cairo a wiser and
more experienced woman. I should not wish to feel
that these Lispings were the only memorial of Lord
Dufferin's mother. There are her songs and verses
which, as I have already noted, are worth far more
than the masnad cries of her most irritating sister. And
there are a few stories and letters in which her sprightli-
ness becomes real vivacity and her vivacity lives again
for us with all its radiant charm.

There is a story, incorrectly attributed to Mrs.
Norton, of how her host, at some party, asked her
permission to present an admirer who c was dying to
meet her *. Lady Dufferin clasped her hands and closed
her eyes in momentary prayer. * Oh God,' she mur-
mured, c please make me worth meeting/ There is
the story (again ascribed to Mrs. Norton) of how,
when paying an afternoon visit, she glanced at the
clock. * Gracious !* she exclaimed, ' it's a quarter to
six. Please call my carriage immediately/ ' That
clock/ they answered, * is, we fear, a quarter of an
hour slow/ * Then call me two carriages/ was her
answer.

And there is the following letter to her son which